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subjects. The lowest general average was 64.3 per cent, with a failure 
in six subjects. Only three were below a general average of 70 per cent., 
and sixteen below a general average of 75 per cent. Twelve had honor 
marks, having passed seven subjects at 90 per cent, or over. Of the two 
hundred and sixty-one, the failures in each subject are named in the 
first column of figures ; of those who did not pass, the figures are given in 
the second column, besides being included in the first: 
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IN A NURSE’S FLAT 

By M. E. MARQUIS 

“ Mauy Ethel, Mary Ethel! ” shouts Antonio from the top flat. 

« Yes,” I answer despairingly, as I make my way back to see what 
she requires of me. 

“Oh, did you find your rubbers?” she asks in an interesting way, 
her eagle eyes glancing suspiciously at my shoes. 

“No,” I admit triumphantly, even defiantly. “I couldn’t find 

them.” . 

“Now Mary Ethel,” she goes on reprovingly, “they are in that 

small, wooden box, under your suit case and bag, on the left-hand side of 
the old chift'onniere in your closet. I put them there, myself. 

I gaze at her in mild, sheepish wonder; it's humiliating to have 
other people tell you where your rubbers are. 

Antonio goes on: “ Non know what a cold you have had lately. 
Yes, I do know, and T immediately march to the closet designated by 
Antonio and put my rubbers on. 

Antonio never dreams that I enjoyed that cold. It was one of the 
red-letter days of my existence, when my breakfast was brought to my 
bedside. Such splendid toast, knee-deep in butter; and every time I 
grew interested in the toast, the coffee-pot would wobble around in a 
frightful way as if it were going to lose its contents, for Antonio, being 
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of an economical turn of mind, did not wish to have two coffee-pots 
to wash. In place of our dainty china one, there was the huge granite 
one from the kitchen, closely resembling the Bunker Hill monument 
and shying like a colt minus blinkers. 

I slip the rubbers on hurriedly, murmuring thanks to Antonio, and 
reach the second floor, when again her voice breaks in on my musings. 

“ Mary Jflthel, Mary Ethel! you said you were going to try and 
match that trimming for your blue kimona. Better do it this morning. 
Hie stores are not far from the library, you know, and no use to waste 
two mornings.” 

“ Thanks,” I reply, just as respectfully as I can. 

I am in utter despair at wasting so much time over rubbers and 
kimona trimmings. Rubbers make my feet heavy and hot, but I must 
wear them because Antonio says so, and I must buy the rest of that 
trimming because Antonio says so. 

No use to explain to her that I am on the hunt for a bit of verse 
that is as delicate as moonbeams or as dainty in coloring as a wisp of 
rainbow. 

With a marvellous soreness I hasten down stairs and keep hastening 
for two blocks, colliding with our ancient policeman, the moon-faced 
caterer, and a small boy and dog. They seem surprised. 

“ I am going away,” I call blithely, never stopping, and gaining 
momentum as the prairie thistle that has blown over several quarter 
sections. At last I am out of sight of the flat, and Antonio can still 
go on remembering the things I have forgotten. 


THE UPPER HAND 

By M. E. M. 

To work and fight through the fearsome night— 
A tiny pulse-beat and Death and you; 

To spur life on from a flickering light 
By dint of a work held true. 

He lives; but Death a thousand fold 
Is dancing demoniac across one’s brain; 

He lives, and your nerves release their hold, 

And your eyes are stabbed with pain. 



